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SABBATH SONGS. 



AT FLUELLEN. 

The quiet little vale was in shadow, 

For great hills shut out the sun ; 

The twilight was fading and day was done, 

The ice-peaks paled and grew grey one by one, 

But two spots still glittered a glory of snow, 

fl 

One peak nearest Heaven, one hill far below. 



No sound save the cows' low-tinkling bells. 
Leisurely browsing their slow course home 
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From the upland heights where by day they roam, 
And soft noise of waters that tumble and foam 
O'er some far-away hillside's rocky fells, 
— How far their dream-like music tells. 



Time and place most meet for a dreamer's thought ; 

As I slow paced the vale's rustic road, 

And my soul far beneath the world's false mode 

Felt the heart-beat of Nature and God, 

The scene to my musings a parable taught, 

Alike of the shadow and shining wrought. 



Why the quiet little vale is in shadow ? 

An easy question, you say. 

The sun has sloped west, 'tis the close of day, 

And the great hills shut out his slanting ray. 

Only yon peak that towers o'er the mountains below. 

And yon sloping hillside still catch his last glow : 
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" A parable open and easy to read," 

As I paced the quiet twilight road 

With my own heart communing — **So is life's load 

A glory or gloom as a soul sees God, 

Or mountains of earth intercept," I said, 

" His light that illumines yon far peak's head ; " 



Tis the high soul that sees o'er the mountains of 

earth 
And lives in God's blessed light, 
Above the shadows, where all is bright. 
Knows the light needs the shade, and all wise and 

right 
In that Heart of Love that has birth. 
And joys before God with a holy mirth, 



Just because it can see o'er Earth's mountains below ; 
But what of yon sloping low hillside 
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AVhere too the glistening glories glide 
O'er its bosom of white and there abide ? 
— ^No sky-piercing peak it to catch the glow, 
Only a sloping hillside of snow. 



Emblem it» methought, not of soaring soul 
Resolring Earth's prism to God's own white ; 
Whh pinions strong for the eagle's flight 
To His very throne where faith grows sight ; 
But of humble heart, unwitting the whole, 
That trustingly rests in a Father's control 



Because it sees Hinty — though but through a chink 

Ot the dark frowning moimtains piled around ; — 

Xo answer to hundred questions found, 

*^ It is my Father," its sole ground 

Of happy faith no storms may sink ; 

— So low hillside and high peak of God's light drink 
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And rejoice, — though Earth's twilight around them 

close, 
And deeper and deeper the shadows fall, 
As the night, fast shrouding my vale in its pall ; 
— ^The high soul that sees reconcilement of all 
In the light of God's face, — the simple that goes 
In happy blind faith for its Father knows. 



6 SABBATH SONGS. 

Where too the glistening glories glide 
O'er its bosom of white and there abide? 
— No sky-piercing peak it to catch the glow, 
Only a sloping hillside of snow. 



Emblem it, methought, not of soaring soul 
Resolving Earth's prism to God's own white j 
With pinions strong for the eagle's flight 
To His very throne where faith grows sight ; 
But of humble heart, unwitting the whole. 
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And rejoice, — though Earth's twilight around them 

close, 
And deeper and deeper the shadows fall, 
As the night, fast shrouding my vale in its pall ; 
— ^The high soul that sees reconcilement of all 
In the light of God's face, — the simple that goes 
In happy blind faith for its Father knows. 
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Only a sloping hillside of snow. 
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And rejoice, — though Earth's twilight around them 

close, 
And deeper and deeper the shadows fall, 
As the night, fast shrouding my vale in its pall ; 
— ^The high soul that sees reconcilement of all 
In the light of God's face, — the simple that goes 
In happy blind faith for its Father knows. 
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" READY." 



BE YE ALSO READY. 



" Ready," what is't to be ready ? 

— I thought as I read the line 

On a marble slab in a hamlet's shrine, — 

" Ready" — but what's to be ready? 



" Ready " — for what to be ready ? 
Clearly for going away 
From the place that knows us to-day, 
** Ready " — for leaving be ready ; 
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For the line that here bids us be ready 
Is carved the cold ashes o'er, 
Of one whose place knows him no more ; 
" Pack up ye too and be ready ! " 

But what must we do to be ready ? 
Why, finish our business here, 
Put everything straight and in gear. 
That whene'er the call comes we be ready. 

For no hour is set to be ready, 
— At noon, or sundown, or cockcrow, — 
Of that tide no counting the flow. 
To embark we must aye hold us ready. 

No time will be then to get ready ; 
At the turn of the tide we must go, 
Be our earthly work finished or no ; 
Do it now we must to be ready. 



{ 
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Think then what's to do to be ready ; 
What record on earth we would leave 
When the tide bears us oflf past reprieve, 
Write that record now and be ready. 

How was it the Master was ready ? 
" The work that Thou gaVst me to do 
I have finished," He said ; for us too 
The same thing it is to be ready. 

But the work is too great to be ready, 
Though from sunrise to set of sun 
We toiled, — it were never done ; 
— Not the work, but we must be ready. 

Not done, but for our leaving ready ; 
— The Master has workers enow. 
Through the ages His tapestries grow, 
But a tiny square ours to have ready. 
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Just the stitches He metes us have ready 
To the next to pass on the thread, 
Be they many or few, so when read 
Our name in His roll-call, we're ready. 

Our work here for leaving have ready. 
And ready we too for the new. 
With kit well packed through and through, 
For our voyage and its goal to be ready. 

But how for a voyage be ready 
Where we traverse an unknown sea ? 
Without plummet or compass we. 
Then how for our voyage be ready ? 

Not to steer are we called to be ready, 
Just fearless to step on board, 
Our Steersman and Captain our Lord, 
So for unknown seas we are ready. 
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What kit do we need to be ready 

For that Country far away ? 

When o'er the dark waves breaks the day 

And the Land is in sight, how be ready ? 

For a home on those shores how be ready ? 
No night there, — no sea, — all strange ; 
No church, — no tear, — ^for such change. 
For a life so new how be ready? 

Who shall teach us what to have ready ? 
There are dear ones who went before, 
But to tell us they came back no more 
What to pack in our kit to be ready ! 

From the kits that^they had made ready, 
What the Pilot bade throw overboard 
Ere they landed, or what goods were stored 
For the new Land beyond to be ready. 



^ 



SABBATH SONGS. 1 3 

Can none tell us how to be ready ? 
— Ay, a Stranger once came to our shore 
From that Land those dark waters o'er, 
He can tell us how to be ready. 

We must just copy Him to be ready ; 
He brought us the fashions and ways 
Of His Father's House, and He says 
" Whose kit is like Mine, he is ready." 
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"HOW WOULDST THOU BE 
REMEMBERED ? " 



" How wouldst thou be remembered ? " 

I asked of myself one day, 

As I stood where a knight 

And his lady bright 

With stone hands joined to pray, 

In their courtly pride 

Sleeping side by side 

In a dim old minster lay. 



Wouldst thou be thus remembered, 
Like these, by an effigy, 
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With a name to each 

The guide-books teach, 

Of the querying passer-by, 

Scarce heard ere forgot ? 

Dost thou envy their lot, 

'Neath those sculptured marbles that lie ? 



Not thus wouldst thou be remembered ! 

Is there no value then 

In the carven tomb 

In the minster's gloom 

Where they sleep midst earth's mighty men ? 

As good were a grave 

Unmarked by the wave, 

Or on lone shore or mountain glen ? 



Just thus much those marbles' value, 
— I mused as I stood beside, — 
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As the heart's love that brought, 
And the hearts' love that wrought ; 
This only their claim to pride 
The good that they 
Did the earth in their day, 
That old knight and his bride. 



If that stone knight, alive, hath foughten 

For the true and the good and the right, 

And his stone bride brought 

To hearts distraught 

Healing, and cheer, and light, 

Those cold stones mean 

A warmth unseen 

That nameless yet lives through the night. 



How are earth's best remembered ? 
I had stood but a day before 
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In the homely shrine 

Where a spirit fine 

Led the rustics' prayers of yore ; 

I asked where he lay, 

But none could say, 

Save " Perhaps 'neath the altar floor." 



But in Herbert's old parsonage yonder, 

From his tiny church just o'er the way. 

The poet-saint 

In verses quaint 

Penned thoughts in his long past day 

That the old rooms fill 

With a fragrance still 

That never may pass away. 



And the rambling old house with its motto 
Of Charity over the door, 

B 
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And the medlar-tree, 

They take you to see. 

He planted in days of yore. 

Its old life held in 

By swathings of tin 

Round the fissured trunk gnarled and hoar ; 



And the pleasant lawn grassy and daisied, 

That slopes to the quiet stream, 

Where he walked and thought ; 

And the church where he taught, 

With its tiny old ivied walls, seem 

A pilgrim shrine, 

No years can cause t)me 

The grace of a poet's dream. 



For in Bemerton church the words spoken. 
And the thoughts in its parsonage writ, 
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Down the ages live 

In souls that give 

For their sweetness a living shrine fit ; 

Making earth and its way, 

More gracious to-day, 

We have " Holy George" with us yet ! 



Next I stood where, like eagle's eyrie, 

Tintagel stands on its rock, 

And the wild waves roar 

On the Cornish shore, 

And the Atlantic-rollers' shock 

With rainbow spray 

Fill the cliff-bound bay 

With glories, earth's glories, that mock. 



And I thought of the moonlit breaker 
Long since that babe Arthur bore, 
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From his unborn sleep 
In the boundless deep 
To Tintagel's rocky shore, 
And bowed its proud crest 
With its high bequest 
At the feet of Merlin hoar. 



■n 



White the sea-birds gleam in the sunlight, 

And white on the wild cliffs the spray, 

So the spirits white 

Of that stainless knight 

And his " Table Round " gleam to-day 

Round Tintagel's keep 

From the Past's mighty deep, 

As they, from yon deep o'er the bay. 



And I stood on the grassy plateau 
By the side of the trickling stream, 
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Whence Sir Bedivere bore 

His king wounded sore 

To the mere of the Poet's dream, 

When its waters had drunk 

His sword as it sunk 

And earth's conflict passed with its gleam. 



And I thought of the mere and its galley, 

(When the arm in samite white. 

Its day's work done, 

At set of sun, 

Drew Excalibur out of sight ;) 

That the white king bore 

From earth's darkening shore 

To the deep back and sunset's light ! 



Ah ! somewhat to be remembered 
Thus, as poet and hero are ! 
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By words that still 

Men's spirits fill 

With firagrance borne firom far ; 

And deeds white of wing, 

Earth yet blessing that bring, 

When we've sailed to the Morning Star ! 
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DEATH'S IMMORTALITIES. 



Dead and forgotten ! From familiar Earth 
Vanished without a trace. She holds her way 
Through shine and shade, yet not at roseate birth 
Of summer dawn, or set of winter's day 
Lingers their memory who loved yet might not 
stay. 



Dead and forgotten ! No uneasy ghost 
Haunts the old home e'en as a thrill of fear ; 
None know they dwelt there, names once held their 
boast, 
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Their flesh and blood e'en wit not when they hear ; 
Nowhere one trace remains while rolls Earth's circling 
sphere. 



Dead and forgotten ! Yea, yet not one jot 
Of all they were in body or in soul 
But lives for ever. Let the poor dust rot, 
For none the less each grain has its new role, 
A living part to play in the great living Whole ; 



In blade of grass, in bird, or beast, or man, 
Adown the ages while Earth's aeons run, 
Each end but a beginning : Death began, 
Death ends each, when that phase of life is done, 
But other to begin, outliving star and sun. 



Dead and forgotten ! Yea, Earth bears no trace 
Of her past lives because they are not past 
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But present ! How for corpses find a place 
When there are none such ? Decay only cast 
Anew into Life's crucible while God shall last. 



Dead and forgotten still ! The dust may live 

In other forms, yet of this life what trace ? 

Its thoughts, its words, its deeds, its aims that 

give 
Its true significance, wherein the face 
Of God we thought to see mirrored in human race ? 



All as dream-fabric vanished ! Yea, yet not 

One dead though all unseen ! In Life's vast sum 

Each thought, each word, each deed, though long 
forgot, 

Lives on : no word once uttered ere falls dumb, 

No thought ere dies through God's eternity to 

come! 



^ 
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Living in other lives, — or on old Earth, 
Or far-off starry realms of weal or woe ; 
No smile once smiled but other smiles give birth 
Adown the ages ; no frowns childless go. 
Our long dead smiles and frowns God makes im- 
mortal so. 



Dead and forgotten still ! Life's echoes may 
Sound on adown the years, all dead the while • 
The voice that gave them birth. Where, where are 

they 
Whose dust, whose deeds, whose very frown or smile 
Live on, yet they themselves grim Death might not 

beguile? 



Oh faithless ! If the least be cared for so, 

— Decaying dust, word, deed, frown, smile long past 

Living for ever, — shall the greatest go 
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Down to the dust of Death? Oh Thou who hast 
Breathed into man Thy breath, can Thy breath die 
at last ? 



Ihy breath our one part mortal ? — E'en the dim 
Old Past, pale Reason lighted, saw and said, 
" God's breath is deathless, being part of Him," 
— Reason and Faith now Sight-crowned in our Head, 
As at Thy feet we bow, oh Living who wast dead ! 
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BRIDAL HYMN. 



Love of God ! in earth and Heaven, 
All true Love is only Thine, 
Who at Cana's feast hast given 
For their water poor Thy wine, 
When Judean hills were trod 
By the human feet of God. 



Love of God ! in earth and Heaven 
All our yearned-for union Thine, 
All at-one-ment that hath given 
Peace, or human or divine ; 
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Galilee's wild waves who trod 
Into quietness, — man and God. 



Love of God ! once more to-day 
Change our water to Thy wine, 
Our bridal-feast transfuse, we pray, 
With that rich, rare grace of Thine ; 
To earth's joy and love accord 
Heaven's ehxir, blessed Lord ! 



Love of God ! nor only so 
Bless their water into wine. 
Mingle in their joy-cup's flow 
That more dear life-blood of Thine ; 
— Theirs a twofold union be. 
Twain in one, and one in Thee. 



yune I, 1894. 
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"HIS OWN MONTH." 

(written at ASOLO on ROBERT BROWNING'S BIRTHDAY, 

7TH MAY 1895.) 

Surely swallows came early that summer, 

And the white May hasted to bud, 

That their welcome might greet the new-comer 

With summer's first glories that flood 

Old Earth's veins with jubilant blood ; 



And the grass put its tenderest tint on, 
And the larch waved fresh tassels of green, 
And broad muddy Thames took a glint on 
Of the young sunlight's glorious sheen. 
As beneath no dark secrets had been. 
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In the dim city parks the horse-chestnut 
Tossed its tall pyramidal flowers 
High o'er the broad leaves whose green veil shut 
Close round their rose-tinted bowers, 
Whence fragrance fell in showers ; 



In the green budding hedge chirped the sparrow, 
And the thrush filled the air with spring song, 
Earth laid by her old weeds of sorrow 
She had worn the dim winter long, 
In a glad burst of young life strong : 



That through soul of the new Poet-spirit 
Who awoke on her dim shores that day, 
From Infinitudes vast, to inherit 
Our mortal vestment of clay, 
Might course the glad life-wine of May, 
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Old Earth's gift, who so joyed to greet him, 
Her lover his whole life long, 
Who each dark woe that ere came to meet him 
Hid like Thames 'neath his soul's current strong. 
Till transmuted to sun-lit song. 



And his " own month's " glory and gladness 
From his full heart aye poured forth like wine, 
With strong healing cheer for Earth's sadness, 
Till " With Me," said the Voice Divine, 
" Drink it new now the fruit of the vine." 
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A HIGHLAND SACRAMENT. 



A LITTLE loch, far hid 'mid heather hills, 
Now flashing rippling diamonds 'neath the sun, 
That from soft August cloudland overhead. 
In fitful glints, lights its calm face with smiles ; 
Now 'neath the shadow of a passing cloud 
To tranquil stillness fades, restful yet bright. 
Dark firwood-sweeps along the further shore 
Cast green-black shadows on the water's edge, 
Shading through rippling grades back into light; 
Far to the left, beneath bald, round, scarped rock 
And sweep of purple heath, the crofter's[ patch 
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Of green, — ^potatoes, turnips, growing com, 
And vivid grass dotted with new-koled hay : 
And ash-tree cluster whence the humble roofs, 
— Blue slate or yellow-weathered thatch, — and rich 
Deep brown of winter peat, peep from the shade : 
Away to right, the great blue hills sleep quiet, 
Leaning their placid strength on the quiet sky. 
For foreground, heather-purpled knolls with pools 
Of marshy water blue beneath the sky, 
Green with long rush, and white with cotton flower. 
Low clumps of ash, alder, and willow edge 
The nearer loch-side with their softening green, 
And tranquil ponies browse with hobbled feet 
Among the heather knolls, in whose quiet heart 
The Preacher*s humble tent of blackened wood, 
And two long tressels swathed in spotless white, 
Rise 'mid the waste beneath the purple sweep 
Of semicircling hill, where reverent sit 



n 
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The Highland folk gathered to keep His feast 
Who dying bade them thus remember Him. 



Rugged-faced shepherds, from their bields set far 

Mid solitudes where but their browsing sheep 

And the wild creatures dwell with them, — save God ; 

Old wives in mutches with white kerchiefs bound, 

Or widows' weeds of black with seemly edge 

Of spotless white, — ^gathered from farroflf glens, 

In jolting carts over the peaty hills, 

With slow and painful travel once a-year, 

— When August's sun makes hill-bogs passable. 

And fordable the rush of mountain burn, — 

Thus to obey their Lord in solemn fear, 

As all unworthy of His table spread. 

— His table, whose great Presence fills lone glen 

And moor and hillside with the Majesty 

Of Him who is and was and is to come. 
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Young men and maidens too are there, their souls 
To a grave reverence bowed, and little bairns 
Pause round-eyed in their play among the ling, 
To strange awe quieted they know not why. 



Fervent, with long-drawn cadence, o*er the moor, 

In Celtic speech rises the Preacher's voice. 

Solemn the wail of the soft Gaelic psalm, 

— Half-chanted and half-sung,— o'er the bowed heads 

Above the white cloths bent, — each woman's face 

'Neath shawl or kerchief hid,^ — men's rugged brows 

In knotted hands deep buried, or mayhap 

A coat thrown o'er their heads, for woman's shawl. 



Few are the young who dare to take their seat 
At His great Feast, whose Presence 'mid their hills 
Walking at even, or at dewy mom. 
Or silent starry midnight, bows their souls 
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Before its awful Majesty ; — alone, 
They, the long years, rich with His goodness, show 
A higher jewel yet set upon His brow. 
Crowning the Majesty — whose name is Love ; — 
Awe-bowed the Old sit round His table — love 
O'ennastering fear. — Silent the bread and wine 
Down the long tressels pass, — each low-bowed form 
Touched gently by the Elder gray and grave. 
As each turn comes to take the bread and cup. 
And thus remember Him. When all are served. 
Once more the chanted croon of Gaelic psalm 
Above the bended heads, then silent, slow. 
Those blest ones honoured to commune with Him 
Melt back among their fellows on the hill. 
Quietly, the ponies hobbled on the heath 
Are caught and harnessed, — while the Preacher speaks 
His parting benediction, — o'er the moors 
To bear the old and frail who came from far. 
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Back to their low thatched roOfs in lonely glens, 
From that high Sacramental Feast with Heaven. 
The gathered flock melt 'mong the neighbouring 

hUls, 
And the quiet loch, the Preacher's tent of black. 
And the white tressels 'mid the heathery knolls 
Remain sole witnesses 'neath westering sun, 
That Earth, these brief bright hours, hath tasted 

Heaven. 

Criech, August 1895. 
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"HITHERTO HATH THE LORD 
HELPED US." 



Ofttimes thou dread'st the morrow, 
Oh ! doubting heart of mine, 
The Future's pain and sorrow. 
The death-pang to be thine. 



All hidden lies what's coming, 
Thou shrink'st with sudden fears 
From woes no wisest summing 
May reckon in far years. 
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How face those ghost-forms shrouded, 
Down Time's dim vista spied, 
That steal from shades beclouded 
On scared eyes terrified ? 

Nay, heart of mine, gaze backward^ 
Not forward through the night, 
Behind thee sun-lit greensward 
Basks in the Past*s clear light. 

Once distant, dim, beclouded, 
Whence grizzly phantoms rose, 
Seen close each ghost enshrouded 
To human likeness grows. 

Be it or foe or friend seen. 
Aye with it thou couldst cope. 
Dark distance proved yon sward green, 
Faint heart, raise eyes of hope ; 
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Ne'er worsted in the by-past, 
Strength found for each new fight, 
And sheeted ghosts at long last 
Known angels oft of light. , 

But Death, that all things changeth, 
Death, and what lies behind, 
Death that from all estrangeth 
Of that Past known and kind ? 

We may not dread the phantoms 
Whose like we've met before, 
But he^ the grizzly Last, comes 
Shutting Earth's well-known door. 

Nay, heart, fear not, o'er yonder 
The Hand here guiding, guides. 
Through Birth who brought, dost wonder 
For new Birth He provides ? 
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The death-day is the birth-day, 
Death but Birth's other side, 
Fear not the pang, the pathway 
To new young life untried. 



Oh ! heart of mine. Who o'er thee 
Stretched Hand of help of yore, 
In death, in life before thee. 
Thy Help is evermore. 
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BEYOND. 



Beyond this world around us, 
Beyond all stars in ken, 
Beyond senses that bound us. 
Beyond the thoughts of men ; 
Oh realm all undiscovered ! 
Oh universe unseen ! 
Where fancy ne'er hath hovered 
Nor human foot hath been ! 



What hidden treasure hold'st thou 
Of wonder and delight, 
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When burst the bonds that bind now 
And hide thee from our sight ? 
Scant fragments from thy far shore 
Float to us now and then, 
Like weeds the Atlantic wave bore 
Columbus and his men ; 



Telling us dim-eyed mortals 
A world lies past our ken, 
Through whose closed cloudy portals 
Stray gleams pass now and then. 
Blessing some earnest seeker's 
Long search to age from youth, 
On eyes of rapt seer-singers 
Flashing the sudden Truth. 



Stars that man's eye saw never 
Focussed by God's great sun. 
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And guardian forms that hover 

Around their lovfed one, 

Who nought sees through the dimness 

Of Earth's dense mist-filled air, 

Nor guesses whence strange sweetness 

Stealeth at unaware. 



Air-waves that billowing carry 
Swift thought on light's own wing. 
And hearts far-sundered marry 
With Love's true mystic ring, 
Bearing the unspoke message 
Rapid as thought's own flight. 
Of joy or woe the presage. 
On waves of liquid light. 



And rays unguessed that pierce through 
The dense flesh's outer wall. 
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What eyes clairvoyant erst knew 

Showing at will to all. 

No fable, but a fact known 

That Land beyond our ken, 

Whence come those strange blooms wave-strewn 

On these dim shores of men. 



Oh Eye that searcheth ever 
The hid deeps of each heart, 
Oh Spirit Voice that never 
Ear heard, yet heard that art ; 
Oh Prayer, the answered knoweth 
Hath sped to the White Throne, 
Oh Effluence sweet that floweth 
From God's heart to our own ! 



Oh Risen Lord, who showed us 
Thine own dear form that rose, 
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Ethereal, victorious 
Beyond Earth's deathly close, 
Your evidence and token 
These blooms exotic here, 
The analogues unspoken 
Of your great Spirit sphere. 
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THE RED SWISS. 



SUGGESTED BY THE LION MONUMENT AT LUCERNE. 



Not for their country they fell, 
— Mayhap it was nobler so, — 
Not for their glorious Land of Tell, 
With its circling hills of snow. 
Shot down from the surging street. 
Guard of an alien throne, 
Trampled 'neath frantic rabble feet, 
In a quarrel not their own. 



Then why in their own Swiss land's deep heart, 
Beside its four Cantons' Lake, 
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Stand men uncovered, while quick tears start, 
In that shrine their own mountains make 
For yon dead Lion carved in the living rock, 
Still grasping a stranger's shield 
In a deathless grip, as all foes to mock, 
— Fleur de Luce on an azure field ? 



Why ? but because their Swiss mothers taught 

Their sons the lesson well. 

Of changeless faith and loyalty caught 

From the grand free hills of Tell ; 

And therefore they stood 'mid the roar and shock 

Of that surging rabble sea, 

The " Red Swiss " a line of living rock, 

Those children of the Free ! 



Their free-bom word they might not break, 
Their free-bom troth betray, — 
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For the aliei;i ? No, for their own Swiss sake 

Must their/blood the forfeit pay. 

Lest dishonour stain, — the Fleur de Luce ? 

Nay, the glorious Shield of Tell ! 

Though the alien King flee, they ask no truce ; 

— So the Red Swiss fought and fell. 
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OFF THE GUNFLEET. 



5n Aemotiam* 

EDITH MARY LEDINGHAM, 
Second Stewardess, s.s. lona. 1.20 A.M., i6th Sept. 1895. 

A STILL, moonless night of September, 
With myriad star-light bright, 
The sea and its surges behind her, 
The Gunfieet and Thames-mouth in sight ; 

All at rest, the quiet voyage just ending, 
On the bridge the Captain alone, 
Mid the star-lit silence defending 
His sleepers : — the ship glides on. 
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A sudden cry frantic with horror ! 
" Fire ! Fire ! " — one mad rush on deck ; 
Men, women half-naked ; — with terror 
Is she dazed that she darted back, 

That girl, — but the ship's under-stewardess ? 
Back, through clouds of swirling smoke, 
Whence tongues of flame like snake-fangs came 
From the burning cabin broke. 

Its door she has crossed, to sight she is lost. 
The smoke-billows close her round ; 
Save the hiss of the fire, and the roar of its ire, 
Is heard no other sound. 

They watch in vain to see her again 
Through that deathly door return ; 
Had she jewels to win, or her heart's love in 
That hell, where those flame-tongues bum ? 
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— They found her when all was over, 
In her clasp a strange child's hand, 
Close to the door she had darted o'er 
At her woman-heart's swift command : 

True to her trust, — nothing other, 
Of the stranger child in her care ; 
Instinctive, through smoke-clouds that smother 
She sought and she found her ; — now there 

Hand in hand together lie dead they. 
Quite simple ! — heroic you call ? 
A true heart just true to its duty. 
She did what it bade, — that was all. 
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"I AM." 

' ' Thus shalt thou say unto the children of Israel, I AM 
hath sent me unto you.*' — Ex. iii. 14. 

" I AM," the all in all is in that word, 
Alpha and Omega ; the First, the Last, 
Where is no Last, no First : Future and Past 
Merged in one boundless Present. Who may gird 
His sea of Life with shores Who lives in all, 
In Whom all live, have lived, shall ever live, 
Without Whom there is nothing? Words that give 
All Life significance, He is. A pall 



S8 SONNETS. 

Of Death enshrouds ; yet who can say He is 
Who lives in all, hath God's own guarantee 
Death but a change of Life ? What drop can be 
Lost of His boundless sea? Who truly learns to call 
On that great Name " I AM," assurance hath of all. 
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THE WORD. 



" The only begotten Son, which is in the bosom of the Father, 
He hath declared Him."— John i. i8. 

" I AM " 'twas all Thou answeredst from the flame, 
And man's awed heart bowed silent, while the shroud 
Enwrapped Thee round of darkness and thick cloud. 
Oh Living One, hast Thou no nearer Name 
Our lips may spell, our heart may learn to know, 
Mayhap to love ? Thy world spins on her way 
Sinning and suffering ; dost Thou by night, by day, 
Sit silent, heedless, while the ages go ? 
Thou arty but what? Nay, unto seer and sage. 
In mystic whisperings breathing through the night, 
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Came shadow of a Name, — in Heaven's own light 

Glowing at last upon our Earth's dark page, 

— And lo ! that Name is " Father," — read, oh ! 

Living Word of Truth and Grace, 
Only in Thee, where we may live yet see "the 

Father," face to face. 
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THE SPIRIT OF TRUTH. 



"And I will pray the Father, and He shall give you another 
Comforter, that He may abide with you for ever ; even the 
Spirit of Truth." — ^JOHN xiv. i6, 17. 



"I AM," and "Father"; yet, oh Father, where 1 
The Vision came and went, leaving a trail 
Of Heaven upon our Earth ; yet can a tale 
Of what but was^ (though Heaven itself shone there), 
Suffice man's needs, to comfort and to guide ? 
Oh ! great " I AM," here in this mortal stress 
We need Thy Living Presence now to bless. 
Thou who, in Him, Thy Christ, drew'st veil aside, 
One blessfed moment let Thy Light shine through, 
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Then called'st Him back unto Thy Father-breast, 
Hast Thou no Presence that may with us rest, 
Leadmg us to all Truth, Himself the True ? 
— Yea, gracious Omnipresent, not afar Thou art. 
Nests not Thy guiding Dove within each willing 
heart? 
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THE PAST. 



"Forgetting those things which are behind." — Phil. iii. 13. 



** I AM " is God's name. All, Present with Him 
Who changeth not : we mortals of a day 
Must conjugate in all the tenses — Past, 
Present, and Future. Let your Past grow dim, 
Oh ! ye the Living now, — nay, fade away ; 
Like last year's seed, your buried Past shall last, 
Ay and for aye : each thought and word and deed, 
Though razed from memory's tablets, lives in You^ 
And shall live ne'er to die ; each love, each hate. 
Each failure, and each triumph were the seed 
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Of all you Living are : the record true 
Yourselves of your dead Past : scarce need to wait 
The Angel's opening of the Great Book sealed, 
Within each soul its own Past stands revealed. 
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THE PRESENT. 



" I press toward the mark." — Phil. iii. 14. 



" Nay, let the dead bury their dead," He said, 
" Come thou and follow Me." The living Now 
Squander not on the Past, even to read 
Love's requiem o'er its dead. Enough that thou 
Art what thy Past hath made thee, Life's swift race, 
The goal before thee, grant no backward look 
That stays the runner's foot. Forward thy face. 
Oh soldier ! Thrust and parry round thee brook 
No breathing space in the great Now's stem fight : 
Past's gain. Past's loss are past, — let it suffice ; 
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Press on, reach forward, grasp the further Right, 
Within the Present's womb the Future lies. 
Round thee the foe, afar the gleaming Height 
Towards which thy Captain beckons for the prize. 
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THE FUTURE. 



** Reaching forth unto those things which are before." 

— Phil. iii. 13. 

Thus things behind forgetting, fight the fight, 
And run the race of the stem Now. Hand strong 
To ward each subtle thrust, feet scarce that feel 
The Earth they scornful spurn in their swift flight. 
Yet not to NoVs stem conflict they belong, 
The thoughts that nerve the arm, the limbs that 

steel : 
Faith^s race it is we mn. Faith's fight we fight, 
With hearts that strain and burn to yon far Height 
Whither our Captain calls when ours the right 
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To lay our blood-stained laurels at His feet. 
We feel its airs ; as to tired climbers sweet 
Come breezes from the mountain's top to greet, 
Fanning hot brow, and telling toil nigh o'er, 
So through Life's Now, "those things which are 
before." 
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THE THREE GRACES. 



I. 



FAITH. 

** Faith is . . . the evidence of things not seen." 

— Heb. xi. I. 

Because Faith trusteth where she cannot see 

Is this first-bom of the fair sisters three 

Bhnd from her birth? Those lustrous eyes, how 

deep 
So e'er their raptured gaze, do they but keep 
Sight's outward seeming o'er a darkling way ? 
Faith is nor Sight nor Reason, so men say ! 
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And lets one glory-gleam, (to Earth's amaze,) 
Caught from God's face shine through. Faith 

understands 
And glasps God's promises, but Hope past them 
Leaps out to the Unspoke, ** Who spared not," she 



smgs, 
"His own Son, shall He not, with Him, give 

3 i.\.i "%» 



all 



good things?" 
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III. 



LOVE. 



"The greatest of these is Love." — i Cor. xiii. 13. 



Offspring at once, and mother whence both bom, 
Divinest Love, Hope's child, sweet Faith serene 
Grand dame on Mother's side : of all the Sire 
Who save God's Love's Incarnate Sacrifice ? 
" We love Him because He first lovM us, 
And gave Himself for us, even to Death;" 
And loving Him, how shall we dare to scorn 
Aught that He loves, the mighty or the mean. 
In earth, or sea, or sky ? From His Love's Fire 
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A coal His angel bears, touching lips, eyes 
From that divinest chrism, in dim eyes thus 
Kindling Love's flame, on lips her glowing breath. 
So Faith, Hope, Love, — Oh Thou ! God's Love 

Incarnate, where we see 
Alone the Father, — all the blessed Three, are born 

of Thee ! 
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SACRIFICE. 



" The Lamb slain from the Foundation of the world. 



}> 



Upon the Cross, making our peace, He died, 
God's Sacrifice supreme. Love's uttermost. 
Thus ever hath it been Love's highest boast 
To give herself^ — so only satisfied : 
— Here at divinest where that Self is God. 
Pure body for lost soul : the world-old law 
Body's for Spirit's life. Earth's day-spring saw 
Deep in Love's heart the need, her virgin sod 
Was consecrated so, baptised with tears 
And blood. No oflferings of fruit or flower. 
The priceless, pangless glory of her dower 
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Suffice Love's need, she asks in pain and fears 

The blameless life. Slain body for saved soul aye 

Love would give ; 
— Her uttermost and crown when God gave His that 

man might live. 
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"ECCE HOMO." 



SUGGESTED BY MUNKACSY's PICTURE, TO WHICH HE HAD 
JUST PUT HIS NAME WHEN REASON FLED. 

Many have died for Thee, oh Thou for all 

Who diedst ; Who pictured standest here, the light 

Of Heaven on the rapt suffering face thorn-crowned. 

The mocking regal robe, swollen hands fast bound 

Holding a reed for sceptre. Judgment Hall 

Behind, — the anxious Roman in the sight 

Of Thine own people setting Thee, if so 

Pity may move them of Thine utter woe ; 

— Thine own who know Thee not, but curse and 

brawl. 
Nor hideous hooting mob, nor placid might 
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Of Rome that guards, nor face of her who bore, 
Nor Magdalene's tears those rapt eyes saw of yore ; 
Yet now, in love, O Christ, methinks their glances 

fall. 
Bending with martjrr's palm to him thus picturing 

who lost all. 
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THE COMFORTER. 



"When the Comforter is come, whom I will send unto 
you from the Father, . . . He shall testify of me." — 
John xv. 26. 

How can I know He is ? How may I see 
In yonder dying Face upon the Tree 
The Face of Him who liveth evermore ? 
That all-embracing Life, Death conquering Death, 
Mystery of Mysteries how sound ? How soar 
To the " I AM," from that poor parting breath ? 
Oh Comforter, great is our need of Thee, 
Witness within us of the Blessfed Three ! 
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Not all alone He left us when He went 
Back to the bosom of the great " I AM," 
Whence showing us the Father He was sent. 
Oh angel Dove of God and of the Lamb, 
His witness Thou ! 'neath Thy white wing aye bear- 
ing from the Throne 
His secret, sealed letters of love to hearts that are 
His own ! 
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" The Microscope explains the Telescope, ^^ 

— Dr Chalmers. 



" When I look up unto the Heavens, then say 

I, * What is man that Thou thinkest on Him ? ' " 

The Psalmist sang, gazing where bright or dim 

Mere light-specks twinkling in the darkness lay 

Systems and suns, a starry infinite. 

Lost in a sad amaze, orphaned he stood 

By very greatness of Thy Fatherhood, 

Oh Thou who mak'st of worlds Thy lamps by night. 

Yet turn we now with Science-aided eyes. 

And in one water-drop a whole world rife 
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With myriad perfect yet minutest life, 

Each mite His care, beneath our ken there lies. 

Oh Infinite ! if one - half Thine Infinitude doth 

orphan, all 
Bids us again on Thine All-Father's breast adoring 

fall! 
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" Consider the Lilies, how they grow^ 

— Matt. vi. 28. 



How do they grow, the Lilies ? Only send 
Small begging fibres down to Mother-Earth, 
And let her feed them in the soft warm dark 
That is her bosom : (so the new-bom seek, 
Unknowing, through the night the mother's breast. 
And seeking find, and sleep their want supplied ;) 
Nor know they grow, save that the new strengths 

lend 
An impulse upward ; then a tiny birth 
Of green, above the earth-hid root, men mark 
And say, " Our Lilies grow," and smile. Next week 
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Small leaves drink sun and air j last glowing crest 

Of bloom proclaims lily-life satisfied. 

So begging may we draw uncareful life, O Father, 

from Thy care. 
In secret of Thy tent, unknowing grow, till lo ! life's 

crown is there. 
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To bless a world with thine all-mother care ! 

Trust God who made, to guard His Womanhood; 

let man set free, 
So only, at the long last know God's boon in gift of 

thee. 
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IN PALAZZO REZZONICO, 
VENICE. 



This is the Doge's City where he died, 

This marbled room 'twas heard his latest sigh, 

Who drew first breath where the broad Thames 

glides by, 
And England's merry May-month on his heart 
Stamped her sweet signet, tuning all his Art 
To Hope triumphant, not to be denied. 
These mouldering storied palaces stood roimd 
That mighty spirit's flight, the son'rous chime 
From yon San Marco's clock-tower tolled the time, 
— Death time at once and Birth's, — earth's latest sound 
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Lost only in the many waters' voice 
Wherewith the Ransomed of the Lamb rejoice ; 
And his great Hope, fast held through Earth's 

despair, 
Its sanction found and its fruition There. 

May 7, 1899. 
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^^ Little children^ keep yourselves from idols,^^ 

— I John v. 21. 

Can He be jealous in the paltry sense 

Of our poor speech ? The great I AM jealous 

Of dust and ashes ? For Himself jealous 

'Gainst us the creatures of a day? Nay, hence 

Unworthy thought ! Not for Himself, but us 

The Father's jealousy. " Give Me thy heart," 

He saith, because our finite life hath part 

In His infinitude, therefore He thus 

Would guard His loved from squandering their all. 

On frail and finite ne'er can give them rest 

Jealous He is that we love Highest best, 
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Rise to our Being's height and soar, not crawl 

E'en among flowers. Tender the Voice, if whiles its 

following stem, 
" My little children keep for Best your best." Life's 

lesson this to learn. 
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"7%^ Time is short" — i CoR. vii. 29. 



Short, looking backward ! — since in baby-way 

I planted feather in the old back-green, 

And saw, from nurse's shoulder, sunset's sheen 

Glow through the City Squares ; and yet to-day, 

With a strange start I heard the train-guard say, 

" Make room for the old lady," — meaning me ! 

Already old in others' eyes, who see 

The present and the actual, not play 

With youth's so vivid days that scarce seem o'er I 

Short looking backward, then how short before ! 

Not half remaining of that so brief past ! 

Let me make most of thee whilst thou dost last, 
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Working thy work, rejoicing in thy joys, Earth-life of 

mine! 
Content when thy night falls, for me elsewhere new 

mom shall shine ! 
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" The work of our hands establish Thou //." 

— Ps. xc. 17. 

" Work of my hands," prithee what hath it been 
This life-long day? Dare I at eve-tide pray, 
" O Lord, establish it," or wiselier say, 
" Let it evanish from the gladsome, green 
Earth's upper air, crumble to dust with me " ? 
Needs must I pray, much, Thy blest sifting fire 
Traceless may bum on my life's funeral pyre ; 
Yet if to Thine Omniscience ther§ should be 
Some little word or deed-flower fi-om my heart 
Blessing some other heart in Earth's parterre, 
Or tiny thought-bloom, growing not elsewhere 
Mayhap in Thy wide garden, where Thou art 
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Sending its faint far fragrance, let them not^ O Father, 

die, 
But seed to bless Thy world, and send soft incense 

up to Thee for aye. 
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" In the morning sow thy seedy and in the evening 
refrain not thy hand,^^ — Eccl. xi. 6. 



Is it not time for harvest ? Lo the sun 
Slopes to its setting; sowing is for morn, 
Life's eve for gathering in whatever is bom 
From youth's glad labour, now seed-time is past. 
So our hearts whisper as the shadows fall, 
And fain would turn the ripened grain to reap 
And gamer safe before the night's long sleep. 
Nay, heart of mine, leave reaping, hear the call, 
" Sow, ever sow, at eve stay not thy hand," 
Sow on, still sow. Let seed thou ne'er shalt see 
Push e'en its first green blade, yet sown of thee. 
Wave golden, thou afar, above the land. 
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Nor mourn, oh heart ! all thy life here but sowing- 
time, Elsewhere 

No golden sheaf thou plantedst but shall glad thy 
harvest reaping There. 
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"A^ evening-time it shall be light,** — Zech. xiv. 7. 



Soft chime of vesper-bells on the still air, 

From Campanillis dotted o'er the plain, 

Calling to even-song : each cottage pane 

Glittering " good -night " ; light wood-smoke curling 

where 
For day's tired toilers loving hands prepare 
The eve's polenta meal ; the glowing west, 
Blue hills, and crescent moon, all breathe of rest, 
Day's summing up, and peace ; and gently there 
Steal whispers o'er tired heart and brain, " No more 
Labour to-day, its work, or good or ill. 
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Is done, the eve-tide is for rest ; be still ; 

Then peaceful sleep, To-morrow's work before." 

So rest we Life's calm Even-tide in peace 'neath sun- 
set skies. 

Then sleep, and for new work in God's To-morrow 
glad arise. 
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" The Lord will perfect that which concerneth me,^^ 

— Ps. cxxxviii. 8. 



An unhewn broken column on a moor, 
Some Druid's antique cult, 'neath sun and rain, 
Moonbeam and starlight, whispering yet again 
Old tale of man's aspirings, faint and poor, 
Towards God's Heaven. Oh emblem of a life. 
Purpose scarce blocked out, shaft death -broken, 

there 
Stand o'er the waste, image of man's despair ! 
Must thou be too our monument ? Our strife 
As futile upward ? Can no life complete 
Its being's purpose ? Babel-like of old 
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Must all our Towers fall smitten that so bold 
Would reach to Heaven? — Nay, for God bends to 

meet, 
He perfects that concemeth us. "Complete in 

Him," who said, 
— Who alone, dying, dared to say — "My work is 

finished." 
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Oh ! the Black Sisters chant in Lincluden's Chapel 
Their requiems night an' day, 
An' a mass they say for pious Uchtred's sawl 
Ilk time they kneel to pray. 

Ae court held Lord Alan at Dumfries, 
I' the castle the brushwood amang, 
Anither, whar roun' Loch Fergus the trees 
In its waves dip their droopin* boughs lang : 

An' nobles an' gentles they gathered a', 
Frae the country-side far an' near, 
To the feast an* the dance in my faither's ha*, 
An' the blaze o' his Yule-log's cheer : 

An' wha sae gallant in ladye's bower 
As my ane true knight frae Tees Water? 
An' wha sae blythe in young beauty's dower 
As Alan o' Galloway's dochter? 
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At darkenin* we danced by the ruddy light 
O' pine-torch an' Yule-log, — at mom 
The wild woods rang for the falcon's flight, 
Or the hunt wi' hound an' horn : 

An' wha the lichtest foot at e'en, 
First at mom ower wild an' water. 
But John o' Baliol to be seen. 
An' Alan o' Galloway's dochter ? 

Five houses of God to cleanse frae sin 
Did Fergus my forebear found. 
An* his foul-slain son ; by Cluden's Linn 
Gentle Uchtred made holy ground, 

An' there the saintly Black Sisters dwell 
Whar Nith an' Cluden meet. 
An' ower their waters the tunefu' swell 
O' their vesper hymn floats sweet ; 
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An' I wandered aft doun to the river's side 
Whan the hawkin* or hunt was ower, 
An' the Nith flawed atween sae still an* wide 
At the darkenin' gloamin's hour. 

Whan Uchtred's red towers gleamed again' the sky, 
An' the Linn slept dark at my feet, 
An' the sisters' chant it rose soft an' high 
Whar Nith an' Cluden meet. 

Oh, fain I had crossed to the ither side 
In Uchtred's shrine to pray, 
For wha could tell what ill micht betide 
The sawl that I lo'ed that day ? 

An' muckle I thocht o' that hushed retreat 
An' its Black Sisters calm an' still, 
A* earthly love that had laid at the feet 
O' blest Mary to shield us frae ill ; 
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An' their holy prayers that gaed up frae the shrine 

O' my forebear by Cluden's Linn, 

To win Heaven's pardon for me an' mine 

In our earthly luve an' sin ; 

An' aft I thocht that for him I lo'ed sae 
'Twere weel gin I left his side, 
An' in Uchtred's shrine, baith by nicht an' day. 
Prayed for him wha had made me his bride : 

But my woman's heart, Baliol, was fond an' weak, 
An' my woman's luve it was Strang, 
An' I tholed na to leave ye yer lane to seek 
E'en your sawl's guid,^forgie the wrang I 

My faither he died but a lad-bairn heir, 
Left nocht but us dochters three. 
There was Roger-de-Quincey's bride fu' fair, 
My sister Christian an* me. 
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An' heirs o' his name, an' his braid braid lands, 
An' o' a' his gear were we, 
In Huntingdon's shire, an* by Solwa/s sands, 
An' in Irelan' ower the sea. 



Oh, the Nith it flaws west by the Castle Dykes' rock. 

An' it flooded the Green Sands ower, 

To a ragin' sea changed the Meadow Dock, 

Syne girdled the Mote-Hill lower, 



An' the folk they looked out as on Solwa/s flood 
Fu' seven miles frae its shore. 
Whan the river in spate wi' the saut sea mud 
Choked up ilk cabin door ; 



An' I thocht though my heart was nae bride for 

Heaven, 
I micht help thae puir folk at their need, 



^ 
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An* for him I lo'ed weel win to pray ilk even 
In Lincluden's cloistered mead. 



Sae I biggit a brig the braid Nith ower, 

I biggit it stark an' Strang, 

Wi' nine goodly arches ; — "a princely dower" 

The touns-folk they ca'd it or lang. 



An* fain was I, for the folk were mine, 
I lo'ed them baith great an* small. 
But maist I was fain to win Uchtred*s shrine 
An* pray for John Baliol's sawl. 



Sae ilk e*en by the nine-arch brig I crost 
Frae Dumfries to Galloway ower, 
Whan the sunset it gleamed frae the glowin* west 
Thorough the Abbey's door. 
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An' the Sisters' hymn frae the darkenin' quire 
Rang doun the cloistered aisle, 
On the bare stane I kneeled, prayed Mary to clear 
His sawl o' a' sin micht defile. 

Oh, bairns braw we reared in our princely ha', 
An' I lo'ed them weel an' dear ; 
But aye 'twas his name that my lips let fa' 
As I kneeled i' the Abbey's quire ! 

But oh, there's aye dread i' the deep deep bliss 
O* a heart that gies Earth its best, 
A dule there is i* the bridegroom's kiss 
To the bride that lo'es him the maist ! 

For Death it is here, an' change, an' sin, 
An' the heart it grows sick wi' fear, 
That the bowl may break a* its gowd lies in, 
An' leave it a' beggared here ! 
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Sae I prayed ilk e'en in that darkenin* aisle 
Blest Mary, wha'd mourned a Son, 
Whan Death maun come, his sicht she'd beguile, 
Gar him tak us twain for one. 

Yet for a', the day cam, — oh, its dule an' wae ! 
Whan my Baliol they bore frae my side, 
An' by his ain Tees I behoved to lay 
Him that still held my heart his bride. 

An' I turned my face like a wilfu' child 
To my chamber's wa' that day, 
An' I cursed in my heart blessfed Mary mild, 
An' I vowed never mair wad I pray ; 

For a' I had prayed in Lincluden's aisle 
Seemed wasted words an' vain. 
An' prayer but a fause hope fond hearts to beguile 
— Death had taen him an' left me my lane ! 
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Oh, stately on Tees stands Castle Bernard, 

An' they laid him aside its water. 

But the heart, that was aye hers, nane ither micht 

guard 
Save Alan o* Galloway's dochter. 



Sae a casket o' ivore-tusk sae fine 
I made me baith rich an' rare, 
Wi' siller tried frae the purest mine, 
Bedight 'twas everywhere ; 



An' that heart, a' my ain, I laid it there, 
That heart that aye beat for me. 
Whan the friars had embalmed it wi' ungents rare 
O' Eastern spicery. 



An' whan to meat I sat me doun, 
'Twas a' my companie ; 
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An* my teax-bleaxed een closed nor nicht nor noon 
But that heart on my heart did lie. 



An* sae I brocht back to the Solway Shore 
Frae Bernard upon the Tees, 
The heart I had brocht wi* me afore 
Whan I cam his bride to Dumfries ! 



A waefu* bride noo, wed wi* widow's weed 

To that coffined heart I bore ! 

Nae tear I shed, nae prayer I said : — ^yet Christ at 

my need 
Sent the Ladye Alianore : 



" Oh weel, weel ken I a* the dule an* the wae,** 
Said she, " for my ain heart was broke. 
An* my earth's treasure a*, God had riven it away 
Or my bride-vow to Heaven I spoke. 

H 
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' fWM a tooro broken heart to the altar I brocfat 
\.i' my Heavenlj Bridegroom that day, 
ttut the puii worthless gift He sconied not as oocht, 
Titttm an' broke on His altar that lay : 

All' Himscl' cam to dwell f the sair broken 

heart 
Till il9 pulses grew quiet an' still. 
At)' its ycarnin' emptiness lost its smart 
W'i" His Presence there to fill." 

Aw' h« words fell like Heaven's blessM dew 
V.itt my wwl Bac sear an' dead, 
t\M \t^r\ cattt drap[>in' a' silent too 
4tt lh^ t'wtw f the ilariicht shed. 

M n$ hMH tibt ttt« Uew-sprent etrth lay stiU 
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A' dumb an' dark till its silence should thrill 
Wi' the joy o' a new day born. 



But half uttered first was its wordless sigh, 

Like faint twitter o* life scarce awake, 

Yet the Heavenly Bridegroom bent down from on 

high 
His gracious Face or I spake 1 



An' the first sicht I saw wi' my tear-bleared een 
Was that Face o' His ower me. 
An' I steekt them again as ane wha has seen 
A' his heart can thole to see. 



An* the tears cam fast the closed lids through, 
An' the wordless prayer found a voice, 
An' the Dayspring arose in my sawl as a new 
Day dawns an' bids earth rejoice. 
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A solemn joy serene an' calm 

Mixt noo wi' nae unspoke dread 

O' death or change ; — the triumphal psalm 

O* ane livin* wha was dead, 



But noo alive for evermair ! 

— Did my heart forget him then 

Wha's dead heart I vowed to keep lyin* there 

Close to mine till life left my ain ? 



Forget him ? na ! but the yeamin' grew 
Frae a longin' wild an' vain 
For a bliss that was gane, to a glad tryste new 
O' a life wi' him again. 



For the luve i' thae deep Een sae tender an' sweet 
That had stooped ower my widowed pain, 
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I could trust wi' him too, — an' I kent we should 

meet 
'Neath the luve o' thae Een again. 



An' gin whan we lo'ed ilk ither sae 
Our hearts were ower fu' for Him, 
'Twas maybe His luve gied me time to pray 
For us baith through the lang years dim : 



An' my lanesome wark an' my lanesome prayer 

He'd count wark an' prayers o' us baith, 

For thae Een ne'er I kent wad grudge Baliol his 

share 
I' my wedded heart's plighted faith. 



Sae I wrought for our Heavenly Bridegroom's cause 
That dead heart aye linked wi' mine ; 
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An' the Grey Friars walk Dumfries Venners Close 
Frae mony a southern shrine ; 



An* they beg an' they preach for our Bridegroom's 

sake 
Whar my Baliol was bridegroom to me, 
An' o' Brig that I biggit, the tolls I take 
To lighten their poverty. 



An' ilk ane by Devorgill's Brig wha may cross, 
Or to market, or mass, or shrine. 
His groat he maun gie, nor count it a loss, 
To baith thae Bridegrooms o' mine. 



An' whar Nith fins the Solway an' Criffel's rocks rear 
Their bauld fronts again' the sky, 
I hae biggit the Abbey o' Duzqueer 
The sweet wimplin' Pow-Burn by ; 



BY-WAY BALLADS. II9 

An' the black kye in Loch Kinder's loch that stan' 
To pu* its sweet herbage rare, 
An' Caerlaverock's towers on Nith's further stran' 
Hear its monks at their praise an' prayer. 



An' aye a mass for my Baliol's sawl 

Gaes up in their Vesper sang, 

An' whan Dawn's first streak the Grey Brothers call 

To their holy vigils lang. 



An' I carved on the arc o' the Abbey's quire, 
On the twa key-stanes o' the wa , 
Twa roses atween twa croziers near. 
An' ae heart atween the twa : 



An' aboon it in letters deep an' braw, 
" Christ is my husband dear," 
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For Baliol an' me hae ae heart *twixt us twa 
An' we gie't to ae Bridegroom here. 



An' there I laid doun my ae Bridegroom's heart 
I' the Ither's safe-keeping to bide, 
Till we meet 'neath the luve o* His een ne'er to part, 
An' in " Sweet-heart " lie side by side. 



An* whar Isis an' Cherwell round Oxenford glide 
By Hinksley an' Headington Hill, 
There too sail my Baliol's name abide 
I* the College I built at his will. 



An' ilk time its scholars sit doun to meat, 
An' ilk time they rise therefro', 
Wi' the thanks they send up to the Mercy-seat 
My Baliol's name it sail go. 
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And three times a-year they gather a* 
To St Frideswide's holy shrine, 
Their masses to say for him won awa' 
Or he warked out his pious design. 



An* frae Dundee by the fair Tay-side, 
An' frae Wigtoun by Solway's shore, 
His name wi' the Sisters' pure vows sail glide 
To the Throne for evermore. 



An' here in this Vil de Kempstone, I, 
Nigh on eighty years auld, wait an' pray, 
Till, or lang, in " Sweet-heart " my heart sail lie 
On his, our new Marriage-day. 
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THE RHYMER'S REDE. 



1286 A.D. 



Oh, Thomas o' Ercildoun sits in his Tower 
By the side o' the Leader water, 

An* Patrick the Erie he comes ridin* ower 
Frae Dunbar the curfew's toll after ; 



" Sir Thomas the Rhymer," the Erie he cried, 
" Mickle skill frae the elf-folk ye borrow. 

For the hunting we haud upon bonny Tweedside^ 
Frae what airt sail the win' blaw the morrow ? " 
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The Rhymer he looks frae his Ercildoun Tower, 

An* his face it is black wi' sorrow ; 
" Sic' an ill win* afore noon sail blaw Scotland ower 

As ne'er yet she's dreed, on the morrow." 



Oh, March day the sixteen brake bonny an' loun, 
Scarce a breath rippled Tweed's clear water ; 

An' the hunt it swept gay by Ercildoun, 
Knights an' dames a' wi' mirth an' laughter. 



The Erie he looks up to the Rhymer's Tower 
As he rides by wi' glee on his palfrey, 

" Awa' back, Sir Rhymer, to Eildon's Bower, 
Yer elf friens hae cheated ye rarely. 



Whaur's the ill win' the like o' whilk Scotland ne'er 
dreed. 
Or noon that ye boded this morrow ? " 



n 
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But Thomas he shook but a black moumfu* head, 
** Noon's no by yet, ye'll ken to yer sorrow." 



An* e*en, at the word through the huntin* gay thrang 

A rider cam tearin' wi' speed, 
Faem flees frae the bit o* his horse stark an' Strang, 

An' blude frae his flanks draps red. 



He halts at the yet o' the Rhymer's door, 
Wi' shakin' han' tirls at the pin, 

Erie Earch he turns on his palfrey to glower 
Whatna guest 'tis the Rhymer lets in : 



An' Thomas o' Ercildoun stan's in his door, 

Like a pale ghaist forebodin' o' sorrow ; 
"Oh, the King!"— quoth the rider, an' grat fu' 

sore, — 
" Alack an' woe worth the morrow ! 
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V the dusk frae Burntisland by the shore 

To Klinghom yestreen he was ridin', 
An' oh, but his steed sprang the black crag ower, 

Spite bit an' spur an' guidin' ! 

An' dead, dead he lies at the black crag's fit, 

■ 

Wi' his gallant roan aside him." 
" Alack ! " quoth the Rhymer, ** the warst storm yet, 
Our gude King sic death should betide him ! 

Oh, ill was the win' I foreboded yestreen 
Ower Scotland should blaw on the morrow ! 

For at curfew-bell frae Fife's shore at e'en 
Cam the sough o' this blast o' sorrow. 

Oh, here as I sat in Ercildoun's Tower 
Cam its waesome sough ower the water 

Whan the King he fell doun the black crag ower ; 
— An' what dule this dule comes after ! " 
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Oh, the Erie he has turned his palfrey's head, 
An' his face it is wan wi' sorrow. 

An' an ill, ill wind was the Rhymer's Rede 
Ower Scotland that blew on that morrow ! 



•^*.-. 
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THREE LAMENTABLE LJLTS O' 
LINLITHGOW. 

LILT I. 

1513- 

Oh, the Loch o' the Auld Grey Dog ^ lies still 

An' sweet in its sheltered vale, 
Whar Cocklerue an* Binny-Craig hill 

Look down ower their wooded dale. 

An' the shadows sleep whar its dark waters smile, 
An* the sunset glints bright ower the hill. 

But braid Scotland's King frae its chapelts aisle 
Looks wi' sair forebodin's o' ill. 

^ The Loch of the Grey Dog is the meaning of Linlithgow. 
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He has summoned his men to the Borrow-Muir, 

An' frae far glen an' western isle 
Scots, a hundred thousand, stark an' stour, 

To keep their King's tryste defile. 

They lo'e him, their gallant Knight an' free, 

His gay word an' gracious smile, 
They will fail him ne'er, yet in ilk true ee 

He has read a doubt the while. 

O' the quarrel that warks a' this bluid an' woe, 
An' the guid-byes their hearts that wring 

To wife an' wean ; but ay or no, 
'Tis the quarrel o' their King, 

Sae there they stan' to do or dee. 

As leal and true Scots sould ; 
But the King he kneels wi' a downcast ee, 

An' a dule that creeps through his bluid, 
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I' the chapeFs aisle, — ^when sudden rings 
Through stone arch and vaulted roof, 

Wild words wi' a shout, " The King— the King ! " 
An' courtiers stan' aloof, 

Aroint an' pale, as through them strides 

An* auld bare-headed man ; 
A linen-girdled blue gown hides 

Lank limb an' skinny han' ; 

Wi' sandalled feet on the chapel floor 

He stans afore the King, 
An' never a smile the stem face ower, 

Or head bent reverencing. 

A wamin' grim an* stem speaks he 

Abune the King's bent head ; 
But when to answer he lifts his ee, 

The bodeful wraith is fled ! 
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O' licht o' love, an' foolery, 

An' o' this English war, 
The stem disaster's augury 

Is foretauld frae afar. 

Oh, wae's me for the gallant King ! 
Wae's me for braid Scotland ! 

He has turned his back on the seer's warning. 
Crossed Tweed to English land I 

A' the fears an' the tears o' his Ladye Queen 
For their bairn he has lichtlied forbye ; 

An' scarce ower the Border, his amorous een 
A fair English dame espy ; 

An' his Scottish men, an' his Scottish Ian', 

An' his quarrel are a' forgot, 
As he lingers at beck o' a lily han'. 

When his country's fecht sould be fought ! 
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His Scots, hundred thousand stark an' stour, 

Melt frae him hke momin' dews, 
Back to heathery hillside an' lanesome moor, 

Hame hiein' by ones an' twosj 

But thirty thousand, the pick an' pride 

O' Scotland, still there stay. 
Her nobles an' gentles that ne'er frae the side 

O' their King can fail, fool how he may ! 

Oh, Surrey's men frae the Woolerhaugh 

Draw in line round Flodden Hill, 
An' on bended knee his gentry fa'. 

Pray the King to shield him frae ill. 

A' reckless an' brave he scorns their word, 
" Can your King live an' see ye dee. 

Sole Scotsman branded a cur an' coward ? " 
Maks answer wi' flashin' ee. 
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Thej hae wakd the men maist like him then. 

An' clad them in garb like his. 
That &iglish Piemen may &il to ken 

Whilk Scotland's troe King is. 

Oh, the King they saw i' the thick o' the fraj, 

Fecht an' fa' as a true Scot sould ; 
But never his face that ^efii' day frae, 

Live or dead, frae that field o' blaid ! 

Oh, earls twelve, an' thirteen lords. 

An' five lords' heirs fell then, 
An' five-score more that wore their swords 

As Scottish gentlemen ! 

Oh, wae's me for the gallant King I 

For braid Scotland wae is me ! 
That his back on that blue-gowned auld Carle's 
warning 
By the Grey Dog's Loch turned he ! 
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LILT IL 



1542- 



The King's new gateway stood open wide, 
Wi' his Knighthoods four on the wa', 

The Gowden Fleece, an* the Saint Michael, 
The Garter, an' Thistle, an' a'. 

The fountain it played in the palace court 

As it hadna played for lang. 
An' the clank o' armour an' horses' hoofs 

Through the courtyard's archway rang. 

Oh, December's sky lowers laigh an' loun 
Ower the Grey Dog's Loch that day ; 

But there's cheer i' the heart o' the men that ride 
To their King at Falkland away. 
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Their bridles they lay on their good steeds' necks. 

An' they ride as a wager to win ; 
For the King he lies lane in his Hawkland's bower. 

Nor Knight nor churl win in. 

Frae Caerlaverock's Towers by the Solway Moss 

He has come a heart-broken man, 
For his Scots frae a handfu* o* English horse 

Wi' his base minion Oliver ran. 

I' the mould he had laid the brMe he lo'ed weel, 

An* bonny lad-baimies twa, 
An' he's come to hide his wae-weighted head 

In his auld Mar o' Falkland Ha', 

Whar first a falcon he threw frae his wrist, 

An' shot his first fallow-deer. 
An' the greenwood shades heard the laughter an' mirth 

O' their boy-king's ringin' cheer. 




BY-WAY BALLADS. 1 35 

Oh, nane he lets look on the wae-struck face 

This day he has turned to the wa' ; 
An' nor bite nor sup his pale lips he's let pass 

Since he lay in his Hawkland's Ha\ 

But noo they hae news frae the Grey Dog's Loch 

May quicken life's flickerins dim ; 
For Mary o' Guise a lass-bairn has borne 

This mid-winter's day to him. 

Sae fast, fast they ride ower brae an' heath, 

An' thorough the auld aik wood, 
Till they cam whar the East Lomond hill aneath 

His Mar o' Falkland stood. 

They hae borne the tidings to the King 

Whar he lies wi' his face to the wa', 
An' mutterings low, **0h, Oliver fled ! 

Fled Oliver?" lets fa\ 



»■!«■••*. /■ - ■ 
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Ne'er lifts he his head frae the pillow then, 
Nor turns he his face frae the wa*, 

** It cam wi' a lass, it will go wi' a lass," 
His heart-broken answer a'. 

Oh, wae for the wean by the Grey Dog's Loch 
Oped her bonny een first that day, 

Whan winter an' war loomed dark ower the land 
An' heart-broke her King-faither lay ! 

An' wae's me for baimie an' braid Scotland, 
That fair Magdalen lies in her shroud, 

An* the Ian' e'er knew touch o' a Guise's han'. 
Or the bairn o' the fause Guise bluid ! 
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LILT in. 



1570 A.D. 



Regent Moray he rode by the Grey Dog's Loch 

I' the darkenin' Januar day, 
But or frae his bed he Hfted his head 

In Linlithgow's toun whar he lay, 

Ane stood by its side, on the morrow's morn, 
" Ride na ye through the toun this day : 

There be them that hae sworn to wark ye harm 
Or ye ride frae Linh'thgow away : 

Gin a trusty man ye'll send wi' me, 

111 bring ane forth o' the door, 
I' the Bishop's Hoos that lays wait for ye, 

I' the street the Queen's Castle afore." 
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" Noo wha is there can wark me ill ? " 

Lightly he made reply, 
" Yet I'll ride me back, gin sae ye will, 

By the gait that I cam by." 



Oh the Regent has mounted his guid horse an' a' 

To ride back the gait that he came, 

»- - *" 

But the folk they thrang thick, nor it likes him ava 
To turn his back as in shame. 



His spurs he has struck in his guid roan's side, 
An' his head he has turned to the toun. 

At a hand-gallop's pace he thinks for to ride 
O' Linlithgow the High Street doun, \ 

Till he's won by Saint Andrews Bishop's door, 
An' by the Queen's Castle wa'. 
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Syne safe by the Loch o' the Grey Dog's shore 
To Edinburgh awa\ 



But thicker an' thicker they thrang the street 
To see the " Gude Regent " ride past, 

An' his horse, though it snorts 'neath his spur-clad feet, 
At the Bishop's door stans fast ! 



Bothwellhaugh he has spread wi' a feather-bed 
The floor, hung sheets 'gain the wa', 

Through the Bishop's window his een bluid-red 
Glower ower horsemen an* footmen an' a'. 



An' his white mou' mutters laigh an' fane 

O' a mirk nicht in Bothwellhaugh, 
An' a dame standin' stark in the win' an' the rain, 

An' the ravin' words she let fa'. 
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" Ay, I stood wi' my bans fast bound wi' a cord, 
An' eight Scottish gentles wi' me, 

His men's muskets primed^ an' yet at the word 
O' the Preacher he let us gang free ; 



But better far wi' his ain braid-sword 
He had cleft me until the knee ! 

This day sail he spell a Hamilton's word 
For the Regent's clemency ! " 



Yon wooden galler/s trellis ahint 
A han' lang on trigger has lain, — 

Crack — flash — a, bullet's deadly glint, 
— George o' Parkhead's horse lies slain ! 



The Regent he mounted doun frae his steed, 
Back on foot through the toun has gane ; 
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— Frae the Bishop's Postern yet wi' speed 
James o' Bothwellhaugh rides amain ! 



Oh, the Scottish gentles they grat fu' sair 

When ben o' the hoos he came, 
To see the bluid that draped red on the stair ; 

On his murtherer cry they shame, 



His life that got back frae the Regent an a , 
Yet that bullet his navel shot in. 

Nor muckle reek they about Bothwellhaugh 
An' that dame stark in rain an' win' ; 



Nor her wit-distraught words that were ringing for aye 
Through her husband's grief-mad brain, 

Till he spelt out the Regent's clemency 
In the sough o' that win' an' rain ! 
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The Regent his hoos has in order set 

As gin ne'er a pain felt he, 
An' for a' that has come, quoth he ne'er can regret 

That deed o* clemency. 



To Scottish nobles and gentles a' 
The young King he commends, 

Syne wi' ae lang sigh his sawl wins awa' 
An* the play o* his mortal life ends. 



Oh wae's me for Moray sae wise an' braw. 

An' the weird o' his clemency, 
For that dame ravin' stark by Bothwellhaugh, 

An' his slayer by the Grey Dog's Sea ! 
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JOHN THE REIF. 



1547 A.D. 



" Gin ye'U tryste me, John Master o' Maxwell, 
Gin yell tryste me, my sister's son. 
To the Chapel o' Keir, frae Durisdeer, 
I'll come when daylicht is done." 



Oh, the bats they cling roun' the Chapel's wa's 

By the licht of a stnigglin' moon. 

Whiles its glimmerin' glint on their webbed wings 

fa's, 
Syne lost in the mirk fu' soon. 
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A whizz o* wings through the startled air 
O' the cloudy Februar nicht, 
As the low door thorough, a stealthy pair 
In the chapel's shade slink frae sicht. 

John Maxwell's face it is wan an* white, 
James Douglas' face it is stern, 
His sister's son's shouder he grips it tight 
Wi' the grip o* a hand o' aim ! 

** Yer word ye did gie ? John Maxwell," quoth he, 
" An * assured Scot ' are ye this day? 
A fig for a word spoke at point o' a sword 1 
For the * auld foe ' a Scot's yea is nay ! 

Wha recks o' an aith 'neath the blawn-up wa's 
O' the auld fechting steeple given. 
When Annan's Defyaunce Pensill fa's, 
By her English foemen riven ? 
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Ye maun march wi' my Lord o' Wharton's men, 
Said ye, frae Dumfries the mom ? 
At Durisdeer then maun ye cross again 
Fause Lennox wi's English swarm ! 

St George's red cross ye maun wear in yer crest, 
True Scot on the Queen's highway ? 
Then a redder cross or ye gang to yer rest 
I' the bloody mire maun it lay ! 

An' St Andrew's auld badge in yer bonnet o' blue 
Maun nod or the set o' sun, 
For by Douglas* side as guid Scot an' true 
Maun ye fecht or the day be done ! " 

** Oh, proudly ye speak, Drumlanrik ! 
Oh, proudly ye speak an' weel ! 
An' bluid than water is mair thick, 
Spite mony an aith-bound seal. 

K 
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Yet fifteen reasons guid hae I 

Wi* Wharton to march the mom ; 

John Maxwell's sword in its sheath it sail lie, 

Nae kindly Scot sail it harm, 

But gin he should cross again the fae, 
Fifteen o' his ain bluid bom, 
Frae English gallows, to work him wae, 
Sail hing for his word forsworn." 

" Oh ! hark ye to me, John Maxwell, 

Hark to me, my sister's son. 

There's a ladye bricht waits her ain tme knight 

Whar the Annan's waters run : 

Oh, Agnes o* Terregles, 
In her heart her tme love doth dwell ; 
But Arran's ward's fu' weel I wis, 
Ower high game for John Maxwell ! 



I 



BY-WAY BALLADS. 147 

Wi' the Regent's heir hoo can compare 
But my Lord o* Maxwell's son ? 
Yet ken I a way, John Maxwell, this day, 
That the bride o' your luve may be won. 



For I hae Arran's ain plighted word, 

Gin the English ye'U cross again 

In the morrow's fecht, — for prize o' yer sword 

Terregles' Agnes' yer ain ! 



An' for your fifteen reasons guid, 
John Maxwell, 'tis chance o' war. 
An' Maxwell o' the Maxwell bluid 
For Scotland was niggard ne'er." 



John Maxwell's face it is wan an' white, 
James Douglas' face it is stern. 
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As they part 'neath the strugglin' moon's glint that 

nicht, 
To meet on the morrow's mom. 



Oh, Wharton an' Lennox to Durisdeer 
They hae marched that morrow's mom, 
An' by their side as loving frier, 
John Maxwell, like brithers bom. 

Drumlanrik's troop's ranged at Durisdeer 

To meet Wharton's men in array; — 

But what means yon black flag on point o' a spear 

Sudden hoysed up in front o* the fray ? 

Oh, rank by rank the "assured Scots" file 
Frae Wharton's side away ! 
'Twixt the English horsemen an' foot, wi' guile 
For Dmmlanrik to fecht that day I 
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Oh, the English they thocht Drumlanrik's auld Tower 

To hae brunt it to ash that day ! 

But back to Carlisle or the sunset's hour 

Mair quick nor they cam, sped they ! 

•The Master o' Maxwell he 'scaped wi' his life, 
Divers spears though the foe brake on him, 
An' Terregles' Agnes he's won for his wife ; 
— Yet sooth their bride-bed was but grim ! 

For o' his fifteen reasons guid, 

Fourteen Wharton hanged on a tree ; 

An' John Maxwell's glove wi' words scorfu' an' proud 

In his shamed face back threw he ! 

" Gin ye can find ye a man o' faith 
In yer realme to fecht wi' me, 
I'll fecht him as my honour saith 
Till ane o' us twa sail dee. 
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But to fecht wi'^^, John Maxwell, 
My honour it may not dree, 
Wha yer aith did fail an* yer pledges sell 
That an ill death they mat dee ! " 



Oh, Maxwell he wan his winsome bride, 
An' the Lord o* Herries was he, 
Nae man sae great i* the country-side 
Frae Durisdeer to the sea ; 

Warden the Western Marches o'er, 

An' muckle mair, I trow. 

— There's a Tower wi' " Repentence " aboon its door 

That stands upon Trailtrow ; 

An' the tale goes a Solway Raider 
For his sins bigged that Tower on Trailtrow, 
Whar he micht glower the Solway ower ; 
— John Maxwell, was it thou ? 
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THE PENANCE GRAVE. 

The Penance Grave is still shown ; it was last used in a case of 
saciilege, as related in the ballad. 

An* what did he see in Barevan ^ Kirkyard, 
Roy Campbell that stole the Kirk gear ? 
Twal guid punds Scots, as a' folk hae heard, 
Frae the tithes an' the teinds ae year. 

Oh, little thocht Roy o' Barevan Kirkyard, 
An' its ghaists i' the dead mirk o' nicht. 
As he sat wi* his cronies an' drank fast an' hard 
By the "Shepherd's Bush" ingle's licht ! 

. ^ The old name of the Parish of Cawdor in Nairnshire. 
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Twal guid punds Scots he has rammed in his breeks, 
His reckoning weel he can pay ; 
But alack an' alas ! what is't yon man seeks, 
Wha, as Roy stochers up, bars the way ? 

Nae couthy an' canty crony is he 

Frae Barevan's Parish ava ; 

His muckle coat fa's, and ilk man may see 

He wears the King's livery an' a' ! 

Twa guid horse-pistols stick out o' his belt, 
His han' on Roy's shouder he lays, 
Wha stochers about, what wi' drink an' wi' guilt. 
As stem, " In the King's name," he says. 

Sae Roy he was taen to Barevan Lock-up, 

An' syne stood the Shirra afore. 

Nor a groat paid ** The Bush " or for bit or for sup, 

Taen afore he could win to its door ! 
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Sae the guid twal punds Scots they fand a' in his breeks, 
He had taen frae the tithes an' the teinds, 
An' wha's for a thief red-handed that reeks 
O' sic sin, — wha daur stan* his friens ? 

The minister shook his wise, auld, grey head, 
The beadle he held up his han's, 
** For sacrilege sin," the Shirra, he said, 
** Ye ken what the Kirk commands ; 

In Barevan Kirkyard, i' the Penance Grave, 
Frae darkenin' to dawnin' to stay, 
Roy CampbeU's yer weird ; — pray the Guid for to save 
Yer wits till ye come back therefrae ! " , 

Sae Roy Campbell they buried him up to his beard, 
Himsel' as a ghaist white that nicht 1 
An' they left him his lane in Barevan Kirkyard, 
Wi* the bogles till momin' licht ! 
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" An' tell us what saw ye, Roy Campbell, my man^ 
Alane there the dead dark hours ? 
Whan the bats flitted round wi* never a sound : 
A mortal gi'en ower to the Powers 

O* the Nether WarP, an' the sprites that 'scape 
Frae its shades i' the mirk dead nicht, 
To walk the dim Kirkyard in shadowy shape 
O' their auld sels, ghaistly and white ! 

An* had ye braw visitors there, man Roy, 
An' say did they speak ye weel ? 
Did auld Duncan come in his dead-nicht's toy, 
An' Macbeth cap-a-pie in steel ? 

Whan the moon glinted out o' the black, black cloud 
On yon towers o' Cawdor Ha', 
Did a white ladye glide frae its dark, dark wood, 
An* heard ye the words she let fa' ? 
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Did she speak o' bluid red on a lily han', 
Or shriek at the auld King's wraith, 
That fronted her there on the Kirkyard stair, 
Wi' a frown on his brow o' death, 

Or whan glint o' the moon on cuirass an' greave 
Shone her burly Macbeth's body thorough ? 
— Or Shade amang Shades was she laithe to leave 
E'en the scenes o' her sin an' sorrow ? 

At the mom's cock-crow did she linger late, 
An' fade in the dawnin' slowly. 
As sweart at heart to pass through Earth's gate 
To realms more melancholy ? 

An* auld Lovat's ghaist, did it pass ye by, 
Wi' his bluidy grey head 'neath his arm. 
In his secret closet at Cawdor to lie, 
Weel out o' the way o* harm ? 
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An' saw ye the Ladye Lilias Dunbar, 
A' in ghaistly kirtle an' snood. 
Gang by Nairn bum, that rows fast an' far, 
Frae the Kib*avock hills in flood, 



To hear godly Maister Thomas Hogg, 
The * outed ' man preach in Croy ; 
Syne come floatin' back like a castaway log 
The river had ta'en for its toy? 



Come, Roy man, speak out what ye saw and heard 
'Mang the bogles that winter's nicht, 
Whan ye lay by yer lane in Barevan Kirkyard, 
Gat for sacrilege sin a sair fricht 1 " 



Sae they queried an' questioned Roy Campbell, the 
mom, 

Whan they diggit him up the grave frae ; 
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But ne'er to a man o* woman bom 
Ae word o* that nicht did he say ! 



A buirdly man 'twas i' Barevan Kirkyard 

That lay doun that nicht stark an' hale ; 

An' auld man they took up, wi' white head and beard, 

— That was a' folk e'er kent o* his tale ! 
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